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line bottoms; pools of bitter water, narrow can-
yons and gorges, abrupt and steep. Day by day,
wee'k after week, they toiled over these bleak
sierras, through these forbidding valleys. Food
was running out; wild game became scarce; the
Utes and Snakes were unfriendly; and at the end
of their journey, should they ever reach it, lay the
dry Salt desert, in which they had consented to
come and dwell!

Yet they were not disheartened by these
hostile aspects of the country; they had not ex-
pected a verdant paradise; they knew that the
land had never been seized, because it had not
been considered worth taking from the Indian
tribes; they expected to find here nothing be-
yond peace and freedom, a place in which they
could take their chance with Nature, and to
which they could invite the Saints, their breth-
ren, to a country of their own. Descending the
passes with beating hearts and clanging trum-
pets, they entered on their lonely inheritance;
marched upon this slope above the Jordan, near
the conical hill on which Brigharn had seen the
angel in his sleep; laid down the plan of a new
city; explored the canyons and water-courses into
the hills; and in a few days found, to their sudden